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* I'll leave it here beside you. And so to sleep, my Benedict,
Sleep well."
But that was exactly what Edward Albert could not do.
A great horror of darkness and self-disgust came upon him.
Something about Pip, something about everybody's
behaviour, told him he was being made a fool of. He had been
in Evangeline's arms again that afternoon and he was in a
phase of nervous exhaustion. He had been excited and then
told he was no good. Always she was saying he was un-
satisfactory. Nice thing to tell a fellow. And egging him on
again. And here he was to be dressed up like a fool. , . .
He wouldn't stand it. He would not stand it. He would be
damned if he stood it. He was a free man in a free country.
Smash up the whole thing he would even now, and be damned
to their wedding breakfast!
He got out of bed. He sneezed violently. He'd smash that
hat anyhow. But face to face with that immaculate hat, his
heart failed him. It found the cringing snob in him. He
crept back into bed and sat up for a time looking at it. But
in an hour he was raving again and repeating his invincible
objection to marrying. He'd been led into it. He'd been W.
It wasn't what he'd meant. . . .
Mr Pip, dressed as the ideal best man, was a little late and
impatient. He had a white gardenia in his button hole and
he carried another, with its stem in silver paper, for his
victim. He rang for ten minutes almost continuously; he
banged and kicked the door, and he was at last admitted by
Edward Albert in pyjamas. The bridegroom's eyes were red,
swollen and half-closed, he said nothing, and he scuttled back
hastily to bed.
" What on earth's this ? " demanded Mr Pip, round-eyed.
Edward Albert rolled over away from him and became
a bunch of bedclothes.
" I can't do it, o' fellow," he wheezed hoarsely. " I got a
frightful cold. You got to manage without me,"
" Say that again," cried Pip, incredulous but delighted*
" Say that again."
Edward Albeit said it again but lower and more wheezily.

